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1 Overture: 

ACT I -Royal court, Cstesephon, Parthian winter capital. 

2. Servants 

How fragile royal comradeships 
How fickle loyal oaths 
Now Phraates calls on us for tips 
On seducing those he loathes 

Is this to be 
Eternally 

The fate of royal folk? 
Can they not flee 
This malady 

Of friendships made a joke? 

Their families fare no better than 
The friendships they betray 
Instead of love they plot and plan 
Their relations all to slay 



Now Phraates strangled his father dead 
And his 30 brothers he slew 
This father had cut off his own father's head 
And his brother he killed in a coup. 

Now Musa, the slave Augustus gave 
To Phraates as a wife 
Is plotting with her son, that knave, 
To take King Phraates' life. 

No love have they for kith and kin 
No restful sleep with one they trust 
No joyful laugh, no winsome grin 
No memories with delight discussed. 

It's better to be 
In a family 

With nothing to bequeath 

No one to rob 

No one to snob 

And no one underneath 

It's better to be 
In a family 

With nothing to bequeath 

No one to rob 

No one to snob 

And no one underneath 

The rich in their own strength confide 
Alone they face the world 
And count on no one at their side 
With lips and fists uncurled. 

The poor must count on others near 
To help when times are bad 



Dependence makes them more sincere 
Makes company more glad. 

By killing those that they beget 
Who are of royal birth, 
Little wonder reigning monarchs let 
The poor inherit the earth. 

3. Phraates 

The king of kings is on his way 
What will he want this time? 
Some problem with the tax outlay 
Or another royal crime? 

Good day my royal sages. 
Are you plotting something new? 
I'm afraid I need your services 
For a little rendezvous. 



We seem to be at peace with Rome 
But truces they are never sure 
The Romans near on Euphrates' shore 
Leave Parthia now quite insecure 

We can't let Rome get ever stronger 
Milking its empire like cattle 
We need to occupy Rome's troops 
With turmoil and with battle. 

When we conquered Antioch 

Our Silk Road was complete 

But Rome took back that precious port 

And left us in defeat. 

The people received him royally 

When Pacorus, my brother, took that town 

From Palestine to Armenia 

They adored the Parthian crown. 

Now Judea revolts against Roman rale 
And Herod their king is ill 
If Parthia helped them fight off Rome 
They'd delight in our good will. 

You'll travel now to Jerusalem 
As Parthia's emissary 
Arabia and Armenia, too, 
Will each send a dignitary. 

To avoid Rome's army you'll travel by night 
Be careful with your loot 
Rome's highways now are less secure 
Than Parthia's great trade route. 

4. Magus III 

Let the power hungry have their fill 

Let the schemers test their skill 

Let them plot and scheme and cheat and kill 

And each others' blue blood spill 

But let them not the war drams sound 
That evils praise, and virtues confound 
When kindly deeds go underground 
And reckless adventurers they are crowned. 

If we must plot to keep the peace 
If we must the palms of rulers grease 
If we must cater to a vile despot 
At least the war is cold, not hot. 

With peace there comes prosperity 



And with it, acts of charity 

Real politics is often dreary 

But when we warring hearts make weary 

Then we prepare the way for solidarity. 

5. ACT II Nazareth, Home ofZacharias and Elizabeth 



6. Elizabeth 

A pretty girl with an innocent air 

Can win the favors of a millionaire 

But now you're pregnant, that changes the game 

You got to get ready to feel that shame. 

Now listen my child you have not yet learned 
Right now you are loved, but you will soon be spurned 
By those you thought were your best friends 
'cause people are fickle they follow trends 

Prepare for the dirt 
Prepare for the hurt 

But also remember the kind words you've heard 

Prepare to witness man's knavery 

his vanities, all so unsavory 

Have you never noticed the snubs and the jeers, 

The chides and the taunts and the jokes and sneers 

Now you prepare for their indignation 

They'll all accuse you of abomination 

Their reasons are weak with false morality 

With selfish pretense, partiality 

Prepare for the dirt 
Prepare for the hurt 

But also remember the kind words you've heard 



7. Mary, Joseph 

Mary: 

I feel alone, abandoned now. 
If Joseph were to disavow our love 
I think I'd die somehow 
Despairing so, I'll not allow 

Joseph: 

My love, so low you will not sink 
I care not what the others think 
Disgraced, I'd love you just the same 
And sing your praise, your worth proclaim 

Mary: 

Your love so kind, 
Your love so strong 
How could they find 
This love all wrong? 

O love divine, this love of yours 
That sadness heals, and anguish cures 
How wonderful this grace sublime 
My heart beats fast, my spirits climb. 

Joseph: 

My love my life 

We both belong, 

You as my wife, 

In this love song. 

Come take my hand. Together we 

Will face the vile hypocrisy 

Of those who others' names leave smudged 

But who themselves would not be judged. 

And if they use brutality 
We'll face this sad fatality 



With steadfast love and peace of mind 
Even as we leave this world behind. 



Mary, Joseph: 
I give my vow 
We'll get by somehow 
Together now. 

Elizabeth: 

It doesn't have to come to all that. 
There are better solutions. 

8. Elizabeth 

Prepare to see yourself unclad 
To see the faults you never knew you had. 
Prepare for the worst, but don't dwell on gloom 
There's joy and bliss lying in your womb. 

Prepare for the joys you will soon receive 

Prepare for the loving, but be not naive. 

When goodness appears you accept it with thanks 

'cause grace is a gift nothing else outranks. 

Prepare for the dirt 

Prepare for the hurt 

But think on those kind words 

That you've also heard. 

Joseph: 

Yes, we can get around the problem 

9. Joseph, Mary 

My love, my life, let's not be checked 

By these fickle crowds around 

But let this child of ours reflect 

A light that can astound 

We'll travel there where none throw stones 

With gestures mean and vile 

Or speak with condemning overtones 

Intended to defile. 

Come then, let us our love make known 

We can't tarry too long 

This birth so holy we'll not postpone 

Let them not judge us wrong. 

We'll marry here in Nazareth, 

Then go off to Bethlehem 

And dedicate our every breath 

To this shoot of Jesse's stem 

Our light and love this child will be 

A star over Bethlehem 

To guide us to epiphany 

A holy diadem. 

I don't care just what they say 

I don't care what they do. 

Oh, let us hurry then away. 

And I'll be true to you. 

How much more worthy is this star 

To lead us through the mire 

Of human judgments that stray so far 

From virtues that inspire 

So let us now with gladsome heart 
Make ready for the day 
When dear God's blessed child can start 
To take our cares away. 

10. ACT III -Royalpalace, Jerusalem 

11. Magi I, H, III 
Magus III 

We've been meeting with the Sadducees 
So cordial and so well bred 
They know how to leave us so at ease 
So charmed by their airs, and so well fed 



So accommodating 

And ingratiating 

So conciliating 

And so utterly infuriating 

These aristocrats cannot be trusted 

To do just what they said 

They would ooze with warm agreement 

Then do something else instead. 

They would wield their many gifts as weapons 
To bribe, intrigue and sway 
They would promise us complete support 
Then go the Roman way. 

Magus I 

The Pharisees, they're such a studious bunch, 
They want laws the same for all 
They always enjoy debates at lunch 
On what they consider scriptural 

Intellectual and 

Dialectical and 

So conjectural and 

And so completely ineffectual 

All their love they give to bureaucracy 
They worship all its charms 
Petty laws complex procedures 
They can wield like lethal arms. 

They would ponder deep and thoroughly 
Proposals that we make 
After years of long and hard debate 
Conclude they're a mistake. 

Magus II 

The Zealots, always ready to attack 
To take up their arms and fight 
With great indignation they hate Rome 
Whom they call a taxing parasite 

Bold ideologues and 
Brave and fierce watchdogs who 
Wield such heavy slogs. They're 
all too risky dangerous demagogues 

With religious fervor they'll confront all 
And every stalwart foe 
With strong feelings but weak reason 
They'll fight any status quo. 

If we trust these Zealot militants 

So fickle their passion 

It would be to trust the sheep with wolves 

They'll seize our own heads to bash in. 

Magus I 

Now, consider the Esseenes, so sweet, 
A gentler folk there is not 
They share all their food and property 
And like it that poverty's their lot 

O, such gentle folks 

And such equal blokes 

Their cult freedom chokes 

I'm afraid they're an escapist hoax. 

They will close themselves to all outsiders 

Ignore the wrongs around them 

They repress all human differences 

With conformity they bound them. 

They do not love power, fame or wealth 
They hide themselves in caves. 
And instead of fighting Roman rule 
They rather would be slaves. 



12. Magi I, H, III 



Perhaps we could... 

May we could try. 

How about.... 

What if we... 

What do you think of . . . 

How will they ever beat off Rome 

With politics they so badly muddle 

We're better off returning home 

With our wives and lovers and children to cuddle. 

Perhaps we could still bring about 
A great new order for this land 
If we could but find a king to tout 
Who'd do just exactly as we command. 

Let's revive some royal pedigree 
From some poor outcast heir 
Who would, as figurehead, agree 
To anything that we declare. 

The sons of David, their great king 
Are now gathered in Bethlehem 
We'll surely find an heir to bring 
A tempting, royal and rich diadem. 

We'll seek a couple in dire distress 
And honor them with gifts so fine 
We'll treat their son with such largesse 
They'll gladly help in our great design. 

Herod: 

What's this I hear you talking about? 
The King of Judea speaks 
Do you dare cast my rule in doubt 
Because you heard some false critiques? 

Mago III: 

Of course not Herod, your rule is firm 
Over this most unruly mob. 
Herod: 

Your keen perceptions well confirm 
How grave and difficult is my job. 

13. Herod and Magi 

Their moral indignation is quite awful to behold 

It makes them quite unruly, rabble mobs far too bold 

Not controllable 
Not cajolable 

Not even bribed with gold-able. 

Oh, what's so wrong with the Roman eagle High above the temple doors? 
Rome helped them build that temple, and keeps them out of wars. 

So fanatical 
So radical 

And downright psychopathical 

They've not an ounce of tolerance for differences of creed. 
And God forbid they'd even think to ever interbreed. 

Such bigotry 

And such zealotry 

Such stubborn intractability 

No one has yet forbidden them to worship as they please 
We've really worked quite hard just to put them all at ease. 

They're such clamorers 
And such yammerers 



And ever ready damn-erers 

Even I myself am now following 
all their insane and silly laws. 
The Sabbath's rest, I don't eat pork, 
or ruminants with paws. 

Such ungratefulness 

And such hatefulness 

And Oh, such aggravatefulness 

They treat each other royally, 

but outsiders they cut short 

Like Jacob, their ancestor, 

they would swindle, cheat, extort 

Such clannishness 

Such in-groupishness 

And holier than thou-ishness 

Now if you followed all his rules, then Moses let you in 
But if you made a cultural slip, 
they would call it mortal sin. 

O such nit-picking 

And such tongue-clicking 

With contradictory laws tricking 

Oh this cannot be a proper ethic 

for a world that's globalized 

Where cultures meet and racial stocks 

are wholly hybridized. 

They're so close minded 

So headstrong minded 

To other cultures, so blinded 

Then give to God your inmost soul, 

to Caesar what is Caesar's 

For we can only gain by 

token cultural appeasers 

More globalism 

And more pacifism 

And other types of relativism 

14. ACT IV Mary, Magi 

15. Magus I 

We bear you gifts from far off lands 
And hope they bring you some delight 
And inspire you to raise your son 
With a great leader's role in sight 

I've brought you gold, a fortune's worth 
To help influence worthy friends 
To join in fight against Roman rule 
When Judah unites and its home to defend 

When it is sold 
This wealth untold 
Build a stronghold 
To stop Rome cold 
Mary: 

I'd rather you melt the gold into plowshares 
My son will not live nor die by the sword 
You want him to kill, to maim and to hurt 

To sew vengeance, and hatred, wrath and discord. 
Magus I 

But surely you don't want your son 
To be an honorless wimp, so meek 
He turns to get another blow 
When someone strikes him on the cheek? 

Mary: 

You're not beguiled 
by gentle folk 



So meek and mild 
Magus II 

No war hero do I ask of you 
But a great priest who will inspire the way 
To freedom from Rome's oppressive rule 
A priest whose authority all obey. 

To help with this most noble task 

I bring you frankincense to burn 

In holy rites with great alms giving 

To shame Rome's taxes with what we earn. 

With frankincense 

Such reverence 

And deference 

With frankincense 

Such eminence 

And affluence. 

Mary: 

I'll give now to Caesar just what is Caesar's 
And give to the Lord what is to the Lord. 
I'll not have my son mixed up with your fraud 
Holy swindling and cheating, riches to hoard. 

Magus II 

You sound like Herod, that awful king 
Who accommodates himself so well 
To any ruler, even Rome 
Rise up against this rule, rebel. 
Mary: 

But Herod he has no base for his morals. 

He loves not God with heart soul and mind 

His neighbor loves not even a bit 

To kind thoughts and good deeds he's totally blind. 

My son will be modest, humble and true 
The meek create climates of trust and love 
Cooperative people must often yield 

Magus III 

And quite often they're taken advantage of. 
16. 

True humility comes from humiliation 
Derision for impiety and abomination 
The ambitious will find him an easy victim 
For righteous scorn and indignation. 

I give this myrrh 
For his sepulcher 
To counter the slur 
That his life will incur. 
So much reviled 
And so defiled 
This gentle child 
So meek and mild 

Alas, it may be the fate of humankind to scorn the upright, humble ones who most comply 
And cooperate, behaviors that human trust and charity underlie. 

My gift to you must sadly, regrettably, be 
This bitter perfume from a thorny tree 
That I grimly feel your son will need 
When you mourn his fateful agony. 

17. Mary, I'm afraid our meddling may have gotten you into trouble. 
Herod overheard us talking about setting a descendant of David as king. 

He killed some of his own sons because he was afraid they might take his throne. He could certainly kill every child of royal blood 
here in Bethlehem if he feels threatened 

Please tell that to everyone here so they can disappear until Herod's madness passes 
Mary: 

they'd never listen 
Magus III: 

But you and Joseph, at least, will leave? 
Mary: Yes 



Magus III. 

And you'll accept our gifts to help you on your way? 
Mary: Yes. 
Magus in. 

So you won't tell them 

Mary; 
No. 

Magus III. 

We are all sinners, aren't we? 
Mary 

Yes we are. 
18. 

Mary: 

Plain goodness leads to trust and love 
Scheming attracts but poisoned souls 
Suspicious minds and hardened hearts 
Virtues it mocks, cunning it extols 

Sleep and dream my little boy 
Dream of beauty, love and joy. 

Be not afraid of evil's face 
Perceive God's grace that's all around 
The mystic harmony of love 
That in the midst of hate is found 

Sleep gently now with dreaming sweet 
Enjoy the miracle of human love 
And nature's beauty and earth's delights 
And sun and moon and God above. 

Sleep gently child, so meek and mild 
When you grow up I know you'll be 
A loving example of how to live 
In humble grace and charity 

19 

As with gladness men of old 
Did the guiding star behold 
As with joy they hailed its light, 
Leading onward beaming bright 
Therefore ever may we sing 
Alleluias to our King. 
For the beauty of the earth 
For the beauty of the skies 
For the love which from our birth 
Over and around us lies 

Lord of all to thee we raise 
This our hymn of grateful praise 

20. For the beauty of each hour 
Of the day and of the night 
Hill and vale, and tree and flower 
Sun and moon and stars of light 
Lord of all to thee we raise 
This our hymn of grateful praise 

For the joy of human love 
Brother, sister, parent, child 
Friends on earth and friends above 
For all gentle thoughts and mild 
Lord of all to thee we raise 
This our hymn of grateful praise 



Pelos carinhos lindos seus 
Pais, irmaos, filhos meus 
Amigos na terra e no ceu 
Guardo sempre o afeto seu 
Grato sou ao entregar 
Saudacoes para lhe alegrar 



